DISGRACE   ABOUNDING
to peep through the window at the progress of that historic siege
and enforced capitulation, the most terrible thing, in my view,
that has happened since the World War and the most disastrous
in its results. You will see this, and soon.
But I thank my stars for those summer days and nights in
Hungary. Here I found again, for a few brief weeks, the rest and
happiness which I had just found when the Gentian armies
crashed into Vienna, when Insanity Fair shattered the tranquillity
that, after so many years, I had found within the massive walls of
the old house in Vienna where I had my rooms.
There is going to be no peace for us who only want to work and
build a world where the poorest have a right to sufficient food,
to light and air and sunshine in their homes* to dignity and beauty,
where weak nations have the right to protection against predatory
great ones and where a majority of nations is ready at any time to
combine against the pirates and dtspoilers, the slave-traders and
tyrants.
You could have had that world, but now we who think like that
are on the run again, the darkness is thickening onrc more, f
myself, a tiny unit in the mass of human beings whose lives had
already been changed or ruined by the first raiding forays of the
new hordes of Armageddon, had for months been constantly on
the move, travelling thousands of miles by car and train and
aeroplane, living in suit-cases in hotels and bed-sitting-rooms,
trying, while the cyclone of events howled about my ears, to plan
a new future, I had not expected to find any rest at all in this
summer of 1938*
I was the more grateful to Hungary for those sun-laden days,
those starlit nights, for that little sheltered dwelling among the
trees that was mine for nearly three months, for the balcony where
I sat and talked and drank wine while the twilight thickened and
the lights came palely out on the Schwabenberg and the scent of
the flowers came up from the garden where the janitor was hosing
the grass and singing softly to himself haunting Hungarian songs*
Outside, the world was mad and lecherous, and brutality and the
lust for conquest were once more on the march, and fear was flying

